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air, and showed their subnaissiveness by alighting from
their horses, on sight of my two ragged Chinese soldiers,
and doffing their hats as they passed.
Towards three o'clock my conductors pointed out a
steep mountain, slightly tipped with snow, and said that
at its foot was Ta-chien-lu; and a little later on, after
crossing a substantial wooden bridge, the city walls,
and the north gate, shaded by wide-spreading trees,
came in view. Biding past the little Catholic school (Col-
lege St. Joseph), just outside the gate, we finally made
our entry into the town, wended our way through its
narrow, crowded streets, across the Dar ch'u, to an inn in
a busy street, and there put up for the night; and a huge
sigh of relief escaped from my two Chinese and myself
when we realized that we could rest at our ease, without
fear of truculent lamas, with plenty of food, and a good
roof over our heads.
As soon as I arrived, I sent one of my men to the
bishop, Monseigneur Felix Biet, telling him of my arrival
and of my desire ,to call on him as soon as convenient.
His steward soon after appeared and said that I could
rent a house belonging to one of the Kuts'a of the
Tibetan king, a large, quiet, clean, and comfortable place,
near the bishop's home, where Grill, Baber, Szechenyi, and
other European travelers had stopped, and where I would
have all the comforts procurable. Here I took up my
abode the next day, making a call on the bishop in the
meanwhile. The pleasure of once more seeing Europeans
I cannot describe, but it can readily be conceived by
those who have had to associate for any length of time
solely with Asiatics, The cordiality of my reception
by the kind bishop, and Fathers Dejean, Mussot, and
M^ has left a memory I can better feel than express.